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Summary: *Spoilers* An alternate take on the episode Broken Ties. 
Because I think Sheppard has better hand-to-hand combat skills than 
what they let us see. And I might change the end of the episode with 
a "what if Tyre hadn't changed sides?" Rated T for now, might move up 
later . 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Author's note: Ok so, first story to be published, I'd appreciate 
any constructive criticism. And if anyone wants to beta, feel free to 
PM me : ) ** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own any of the Stargate/Stargate : Atlantis 
characters . I simply borrow them to play then give them back, more or 
less in one piece. First part was taken from the GateWorld transcript 
of the Broken Ties episode, I simply meddled with it a bit to put it 
to my liking :) Thank you Callie Sullivan.** 

_After Tyre completes the withdrawal process, he brings the Atlantis 
rescue team to the world on which the Wraith lab is located and, 
hopefully, where Ronon was taken. Having planted explosives to 
destroy the place once their mission is completed, they make their 
way into the Wraith equivalent of an elevator. Once everyone is 
inside. Tyre activates the controls and a transporter beam whisks 
them away and deposits them elsewhere in the facility. The group 
moves on, then stops, as Ronon walks into view._ 

_"Ronon!" Sheppard says, surprise, happiness and a bit of uncertainty 
showing on his face._ 

_"Sheppard." Ronon says, smiling. "It's about time."_ 

_"What ' s going on, buddy?" Sheppard asks, frowning. _ 

_From behind Ronon, the Wraith leader walks into view._ 



_"We were beginning to wonder if you'd ever show up." It 
says 

_Lorne and his team spin around, guns raised, as Wraith guards walk 
in behind the group, aiming their stunners at them._ 

_"You're at a disadvantage." The Wraith commander says. "You can 
attempt an escape but you'll have to sacrifice your friend's life to 
do so . 

_Sheppard aims his rifle at it, then says, to his friend. "Ronon, get 
out of the way" ._ 

_"I can't do that." He answers. _ 

_Ronon doesn't budge, and John stares at him in shock. On the 
Colonel's right. Tyre quickly moves forward, grabbing Teyla from 
behind. He wraps his arm around her neck, holding a knife to her 
throat ._ 

_"His life won't be the only one forfeit." He says, looking intently 
at Sheppard. _ 

_"Tyre!" Teyla gasps, shock visible on her face._ 

_Ignoring her. Tyre simply addresses the Atlanteans. "Lower your 
weapons . 

_Rodney and Lome's team look to their military commander, who 
reluctantly lowers his P90. The others follow suit. As Ronon walks 
towards John, the Wraith commander orders the guards. "Take them 
away . 

_"Ronon, what's happening here?" Sheppard asks, stealing a glance at 
Teyla to make sure she is alright, worry for his teammate clenching 
his gut._ 

His attention snaps back to Ronon, seeing the big guy rushing towards 
him. John's eyes widen at the sight of the ex-runner's fist and his 
instincts kick in. He leans to the left, using his right hand to 
deflect Ronon ' s punch, then lifts it to join his left in a tense 
guard. He sidesteps to the left, putting distance between the big 
Satedan and himself, then narrows his eyes as he starts thinking of 
different maneuvers he could use to safely subdue his 
friend . 

"Sheppard." Ronon growls, turning to face the Colonel after his punch 
was deflected. With a feral yell, he throws himself towards the 
slender man, propelling his fist with great strength. Keeping his 
guard up, the colonel jumps back , then to the right. Sheppard then 
rushes towards Ronon and throws him off-balance by tackling him at 
his midsection, taking them both to the ground. Rising again, John 
barely avoids another of the ex-runner's punch by stepping to the 
right. Unfortunately, the Satedan seems to have foreseen his move, 
and Sheppard walks right into the big guy's second punch. The force 
of it sends him careening into the wall, having him end up on his 
knees. Shaking his head, he looks up just in time to see a foot 
heading towards him. 



Not having much room to escape Ronon ' s kick, John curses under his 
breath and dodges using a roll to the left. Getting back to his feet, 
he gets distracted from his opponent by suddenly having the Wraith 
leader in his face, grabbing at his throat and jerking him forward, 
closing the distance between them. 

"Your resistance is entertaining, but futile." It growls, sneering in 
his face. From behind him, he can hear sounds of a struggle. 

"John!" Teyla calls, fear lacing her voice. 

Scrunching his face and wincing at the iron grip restricting his 
airways, John gasps. "Jesus, ever heard of breath mints?" 

He makes a show of gagging, then groans as the Wraith tightens his 
hold and lifts him from the ground, before throwing the Colonel 
backwards with much force, making him collide with Ronon. 

Stunned from the impact, the dark haired pilot cannot recover fast 
enough to escape the big guy's chokehold, and starts to struggle in 
earnest as his body's air supply is abruptly cut off. 

Grabbing at his friend-turned-foe's arm, he tries to lessen the 
pressure on his already abused throat, to no avail. Desperately, he 
starts clawing at the leather-clad limb, trying to get words out, to 
get Ronon to stop choking him, but the only sounds that escape him 
are undist inguishable . Weakening, he tries to escape again, elbowing 
the Satedan as hard as he can, but Ronon simply chuckles at his 
attempts, the deep sound resonating against his back. 

From her position in Tyre's hold, Teyla can only watch helplessly, 
and fear for her friend and team leader courses through her at the 
sight of his weakening struggles. She tries calling to her 
Pegasus-born friend, pleading. "Ronon! Please, stop!" To her left, 
one of the Marines lets out a yell and rushes to his commanding 
officer's aid, only to be stunned by one of the Wraith guards, 
dropping like a rock to the ground. 

Next to Teyla, Rodney stares at the events unfolding before him. "Oh 
my god..." He says in a small voice. "He's killing him..." 

Squaring his shoulders, he steps forward towards the struggling duo, 
ignoring Teyla 's call of objection at his attempt, and yells angrily 
at the former runner. "Ronon, you barbarian, stop! You're going to 
kill Sheppard! You have to stop!" 

As he reaches Ronon, the last thing he sees before he is engulfed in 
the turquoise aura of a stunner blast is his best friend's face, eyes 
half-closed, filled with fear at not being able to get air to his 
lungs. As Rodney falls, unconscious, the Wraith commander gestures at 
its guards to take the humans away. It waits until the Atlanteans are 
taken away, then turns to his newest worshipper. Seeing the 
dark-haired human's eyes close and his struggling stop, it 
grins . 

"Alright, that's enough." It barks to Ronon. "I need this one alive, 
let him go . " 


Raising an eyebrow at the Wraith's words, the big Satedan keeps a 
tight grip on the pilot, feeling him go limp in his hold. "Why?" He 



asks. "Thought you wanted revenge." 

Sneering, the Wraith orders him again. "Enough! Let him go! Do not 
make me repeat myself, or you will regret it." 

Shaking his head with a scoff, he answers, "Fine.", then releases his 
hold on the Colonel and lets him drop unceremoniously to the floor, 
unconscious. Turning on his heels, he follows the Wraith leader as 
two guards grab Sheppard's arms and follow suit. 

**That's it for now, hope you liked it :)** 


**-Wolf ** 


2 . Chapter 2 


**Alright people, here we go again :) Enjoy! :)** 


Being escorted by the Wraith guards, there was nothing Teyla could do 
to help the Colonel, and she felt worry eating at her at the memory 
of her two friends fighting, and at the last vision she had of John, 
being neutralized, or worse, by a member of his own team, and family. 
Yes, they were family, she mused. Having been cut-off from their home 
planet for so long, the Atlanteans had become a surrogate family to 
the Athosians, and also to her Satedan friend, and Teyla would be 
eternally grateful to them for the help and support they had provided 
her people. 


As they arrive to what seems to be their future holding cell, Teyla 
notices that the Wraith have decided to separate Rodney and her from 
Lome and the marines that were escorting them. Seeing her friend 
being dropped in the cell, she kneels next to him to make sure he is 
alright, keeping a watchful eye on the guards. As the membrane-like 
door closes, she frowns as she notices that the drones stay in the 
vicinity of their cell, as if waiting for something. 


Hearing shuffling sounds coming from the corridor leading to the room 
where they have been captured, she averts her gaze from her fallen 
friend, knowing that he is merely stunned and not injured. Lifting 
her head, she notices two more guards heading towards their cell, but 
it is the sight of what they are dragging between them that makes her 
eyes widen and gets her to the door before she can even process the 
thought of moving. 


"John!" she calls desperately, fearing the worst. 


A deep chuckle answers her, and a sliver of cold races down her spine 
as she realizes that Ronon is following the Wraiths down the 
corridor, not doing anything to help the man that saved him from his 
life of as a Runner, as Sheppard is thrown into the cell. Teyla' s 
quick reflexes are barely able to keep his head from impacting with 
the hard floor. 


"Don't worry." He says, smirking. "Seems like he is still useful, so 
he won't die yet." 

Laughing at her shocked face, Ronon leaves, following the Wraith 
commander towards the dark corridors of the Wraith lab. A smirking 
Tyre and the drones follow, leaving the trio in their cell, a worried 



Teyla tending to her fallen teammates. 


* * 


* 


><p>Somewhere else in the lab, Lome smacks his fist against the 
organic wall of their own cell, cursing. He looks behind him as he 
hears the Marine that was stunned come back to his senses. <p> 

"Hey Johnson, you ok over there?" He asks the Sergeant. A grunt is 
his answer. Two other Marines help the fallen get back to his feet, 
supporting him until his legs finally decide to do their job. 

"I'm sorry. Sir. Wasn't fast enough." As he looks around him, the 
young Sergeant realizes what, or in their case, who, is missing. 
"Where's SGA-1, Sir? Is the Colonel... is he ok. Sir?" he asks, 
uncertainty tainting his voice. 

"No idea." is Lome's curt answer, anger visible on his face. "Last 
thing I saw was Ronon choking him..." The Major lets out a sigh, 
followed by another curse as he smacks his fist against the wall once 
again . 

"That Tyre, he really played us! I can't believe we thought this 
backstabber wouldn't fall back to his old habits! And what the hell 
did they do to Ronon? I never thought I'd see the big guy working for 
the Wraith, of all things!" He hisses at the sting a third hit 
leaves, shaking his hand and cursing under his breath. "Darn!" 

One of the Marines that were tending to Johnson goes towards the 
Major, reaching for his hand. "Let me have a look. Sir. We need you 
in one piece if we are to bust our asses out of here." he adds with a 
smirk . 

"It's fine, Sanchez. Thanks." Lome tells the Lieutenant, who also 
happens to be a medic. He rolls his eyes as the Marine simply ignores 
him and examines his hand, declaring that no damage was done. 

"So, what's the plan. Sir?" The third Marine, Corporal Tulls, asks, 
joining his teammates at the door of the cell. 

"It's simple. Corporal, we get out of here and we find the Colonel's 
team. Then we knock some sense into Ronon, kill a couple of Wraith on 
the way, and as soon as we get far enough from this place, we blow it 
to bits, using the charges we hid earlier, assuming Tyre didn't go 
back there to remove them. How's that for a plan?" Lome adds, 
smirking at his men. 

"Easy peasy, lemon squeezy. Sir" Tulls comments, shrugging at the 
look his phrasing gathers from the trio, "Anyone still has any C4, or 
a knife?" He sighs at the negative answers. "Well, so much for the 
easy part ..." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>A groan brings Teyla 's attention back to Rodney and, seeing him 
stir, the Athosian hurries to his side just in time to help him sit 
up . <p> 

"Why am I always getting stunned" he whines, then winces "Ow, ow ow 
ow ! Did I hit my head?" he asks Teyla, touching various parts of his 



skull. "Oh God, I hope I don't have a concussion, what if I lose my 
precious brain cells, Zelenka will end up being smarter than me! 

He'll never let me hear the end of it! Quick, Teyla, check my eyes, 
are my pupils behaving normally?" 

As he turns towards Teyla, he notices the Colonel laying on the other 
side of the cell, his head resting on Teyla's folded jacket. 
"Sheppard!" He gasps, then to Teyla, he asks "Is he alright?" At 
Teyla's saddened look, he starts panicking. "Oh my God, he killed 
him, didn't he? Conan, that barbaric herculean man, he killed 
him! " 

Raising her hands, Teyla tries to calm him "Dr. McKay, Rodney!" At 
her raised voice, the astrophysicist stills, then turns his attention 
back to his teammate. 

"He is alive, but he has yet to wake up..." After a moment, she adds 
"His throat is badly bruised, it seems to be affecting his 
breathing ..." 

At this, Rodney's eyes shift back to Sheppard, noticing the 
difficulty the Colonel seems to be having at drawing a breath, a 
cough occasionally making its way past the parted lips, and the frown 
on his face. 

After a moment spent in silence, the Canadian seems to realize 
something, asking Teyla "Where are Lome and the others? And what 
about Tyre?" 

At the mention of the troublesome Satedan, the Athosian frowns. "It 
seems we overestimated his recovery. Doctor. As for the others, I 
believe the Wraith have chosen to separate us in order to make 
escaping this facility more difficult." 

At her words, Rodney nods, deep in thought. 

Seeing this, Teyla tries to reassure him, speaking soothingly. 

"We will get out of here, Rodney. You must not worry, I believe John 
will be fine . " 

At this, the astrophysicist gets up and starts pacing around, 
shooting glances at his fallen friend. 

"Oh, sure. I mean, all we have to do is escape from this cell, right? 
Well, of course, that's if Mr. _Sleeping Beauty_ over here finally 
decides to wake up, and maybe we can hope that he didn't get any 
brain damage from the lack of oxygen." He keeps pacing, his hands in 
perpetual motion. 

"And then, easy, right? I mean, get past all the armed Wraith that 
are guarding the facility, and free Lome and his team from wherever 
_they ' re Joeing held, to get back to the Jumper which is probably 
being disassembled as we speak because, let's face it. Tyre probably 
has already told them where we parked it. And - right, of course - 
we've got to rescue Ronon who, I don't know if you happened to notice 
or not, isn't quite himself right now" he rants, pointing at Sheppard 
for emphasis. 


Sighing, Teyla simply looks at the doctor, before going back to a 



sitting position at the Colonel's side. "We will get him back, 

Rodney. I am sure of it. He is still our friend, no matter what these 
Wraith may have done to him. When we get back to Atlantis, Dr. Keller 
will make sure Ronon comes back to us." 

"Oh, like Tyre did, right?" Rodney snaps at her, then looks away, 
mumbling. "Sorry, I guess I'm a bit on edge, what with all that's 
happening..." he adds, trailing off. 

He decides to join Teyla at Sheppard's side, sitting with his back 
resting on the wall. Biting his lip, he stares at his unconscious 
friend, then says softly. 

"Let's just hope he wakes up soon..." 


3 . Chapter 3 

**Hello, it's me again! Here's another chapter :D Kinda proud of it, 
so I hope you guys will like it :)** 

**sheppardlover928, Shazza72, **** thanks a lot for the reviews :) I'm 
happy you guys like what I have written so far :D** 

* *En joy ! * * 

Soft murmuring pierces the darkness in which he is floating, making 
him wonder where he is, and who it is that is talking next to him. As 
he lays there, memories begin to surface and everything suddenly 
clicks into place, just as a sharp pain in his throat reminds him of 
what almost happened and what actually did happen. Involuntarily 
letting out a gasp at the discomfort, he grabs at his neck at the 
sting it brings, then flinches as his fingers make contact with the 
bruise that **must** be there, judging by the feel of it. 

His brain finally processes the words that are being spoken to him, 
that seem to have been repeated quite a bit in the last moments, 
judging by the urgency in the voice he hears. 

_Who is that, Teyla? Wha... How come I can't see a thing... _ he 
muses to himself, deciding against uttering any sound. _0h, right, I 
should probably open my eyes. . ._ 

As the thought emerges, he frowns, trying to open lids that seem to 
weigh a ton. 

Finally, Teyla' s words make it through clearly. 

"Colonel, John, please open your eyes." 

Grunting, Sheppard tries again, this time succeeding in opening his 
eyes. First, a slice of hazel is visible to Teyla, then, after a few 
blinks, she is able to look into her team leader and friend's eyes. 
She gives a relieved sigh at the sight, smiling at the man laying 
before her. 


Her smile turns to a frown as the Colonel attempts to sit up, still 
holding his throat. Knowing that trying to keep him down is useless 
she helps him until he is leaning against the wall next to her. 



As Sheppard regains his bearings, the movement having sent his senses 
spinning, Rodney makes his way from the door of their cell to his 
friend's side, before crouching. 


"Hey there, about time you woke up. I was starting to wonder if we 
would have to rescue ourselves and drag your skinny butt all around 
this place." He says with a smirk. Sobering up as the dark-haired man 
keeps massaging his neck, he adds. "How are you doing? Can you 
breathe ok?" 

At his friend's question, Sheppard simply nods, then rasps out "I'm 
fi _" 


He then starts coughing as the words leave his throat feeling 
raw . 

_Yeah, definitely a BAD idea... Alright, I get it, no talking for the 
moment... _he thinks, trying to get the painful coughs back under 
control . 

Panicking at the sight, Rodney quickly grabs at his water canteen and 
hands it to the Colonel, helping him get a mouthful of water to 
soothe his throat. 

"There you go, that should help. That's decided, then. No more 
talking for you, fly-boy." He says, waving a finger at the pilot. 

At Sheppard's frown, Rodney starts to say something else but is 
interrupted by Teyla as she shooes him away and starts examining the 
Colonel . 

As Teyla makes sure that Sheppard is alright and comfortable, McKay 
gets up again and starts pacing in their cell, waving his hands 
around and talking to the Colonel. 

"So, I'm guessing you want to know what happened, eh? Well, Tyre's 
recovery was a fluke. Ronon is apparently a Wraith's friend now. What 
else, oh, we don't have anything to get out of here because they took 
all of our gear. Lome and his team are God knows where in this 
facility, if they are still alive, that is..." He trails off, but at 
Sheppard's worried look, he starts again. "Well, I mean, last time I, 
hum, I mean last time Teyla saw them, they were ok!" 

He lets out a sigh before rubbing at his face with both hands, then 
faces the Colonel again. Slapping his fist in his hand, he adds 
"Don't worry, Sheppard, we'll get them all back. Ronon too, we'll 
just have to hit him over the head hard enough for him to remember 
that we're his friends. I mean, come on, he hates those life-sucking 
aliens, it shouldn't be **that **hard, right? We just have to get our 
gear back after that, then free Lome and his team, get back to the 
Jumper and back to Atlantis we go!" 

He shoots a confident smile at his friend, who simply stares back, 
before slowly nodding at him, a small smile curving his lips. 

"Who knew *cough* Dr. Rodney McKay could actually be the glass 
half-full type..." John croaks out, letting out a few coughs between 
words . 

"No talking!" McKay shushes him again, and _there he goes with that 



finger waving again. Who does he think I am, a kid?! _Sheppard thinks 
as he stares incredulously at Rodney. 

From the look on John's face, Teyla senses that their bickering is 
about to start anew. Before that happens, she interrupts the two men 
again, telling the Colonel that he should really rest his throat, so 
talking is really ill-advised at the moment. She silences Rodney's 
snort with a pointed look, eyebrow raised. 

As McKay slowly backs away from the petite Athosian, he turns around 
to face the entrance of their cell at the sound of footsteps. 

He frowns, then steps back, at the sight of a Wraith drone and none 
other than Tyre, who sports a satisfied grin at the sight of the 
imprisoned Atlanteans. 

"Sheppard" he says, looking past McKay and Teyla. "Get up. You've 
been summoned." 

Hands on his knees, the Colonel pushes himself up and off the wall, 
the slowly makes his way towards the Satedan. As he passes Rodney, he 
claps him on the arm, giving him an encouraging smile. "I'll be right 
back. " he rasps out. Rodney simply stares at Sheppard's back, 
terrified, as his friend follows Tyre and the Wraith down the 
corridor . 

The corridors are dark and menacing as Sheppard and his captors make 
their way deeper into the Wraith facility. Still unsteady from his 
ordeal, the colonel stumbles behind Tyre, before feeling a hand catch 
the collar of his jacket to keep him from face planting. As he gets 
his feet to support him again, the Wraith drone releases him, before 
roughly shoving him forward, almost sending him to the floor once 
more . 

"Geez, make up your mind, you wanna help me or not?" Sheppard mutters 
at the Wraith. 

Tyre sends him an indifferent look, before continuing down another 
corridor, which leads to a large and dark room, the only light coming 
from the ceiling and what seems to be another entrance at the end of 
the room. 

Once they have made their way into the room, multiple lights appear 
from hidden places across the room, giving it an eerie bluish glow 
and illuminating a tall shape sitting at the table, which is situated 
on one side of the room. The figure turns around, and, with a start, 
Sheppard recognizes him. 

"Ronon." he whispers roughly, but doesn't add anything else as he 
remembers their last encounter. 

The ex-runner gets up from his seat, then strides confidently towards 
the Atlantean, grinning all the while. "Hey Sheppard! What's up, 
buddy? " 

_Buddy? ! _Sheppard thinks as he stares incredulously at the tall 
man . 

At his former team leader's face, Ronon loses his smile. He moves 
forward again, then leans in close to the Colonel before saying. 



"I've been asked to... soften you up a little before He comes to see 
you. Just to make it easier for you, you know. We both know you won't 
join us without a fight." 

Chuckling softly, Sheppard hangs his head, shaking it. "You're wrong, 
_buddy_. We both know I'm never joining **this** side..." 

His head down, he doesn't see the fist coming before it is too late. 
His head snaps back at the force, and he stumbles into the Wraith 
drone that was standing behind him. Before he can recover, it pushes 
him forward again, into another of Ronon ' s punches. He is left 
leaning forward, gasping and holding his midsection as the breath is 
knocked out of him. 

A small distance from the aforementioned room, a tall figure clad in 
a long coat strides purposefully down the corridor, accompanied by 
two Wraith drones. As it makes it way towards its new faithful 
worshipper, the Wraith leader curls its lips in a smirk at the sound 
of flesh hitting flesh. As it steps into the room, the Wraith sneers 
at the scene before him, before snarling. "Enough! I told you to 
soften him up, I think he's had enough!" 

At the Wraith's words, Ronon stops his movement, fist raised above 
Sheppard's head. Sensing the big guy's pause, the Colonel lifts his 
bloodied face to stare at the life-sucking aliens that just entered 
the room. Standing shakily from his kneeling position, the pilot 
steps towards the Satedan, before swiftly punching him across the 
face . 

"Come on, Ronon. Snap **out** of it, already!" He grunts, grinding 
his teeth as the movement pulls at his now tender ribs. 

A bark of laugh answers him. Before he can react, he gets twisted 
around, the ex-runner bending his arm behind his back with one hand 
and grabbing his hair roughly with the other, pulling his head 
backwards. He lets out a groan of surprise at the movement, before 
being pushed towards the Wraith leader. 

He winces as the Wraith's cold fingers trail the bruises marring his 
neck, trying to pull his head back, away from the touch. Ronon ' s 
tight grip on his hair prevents any of this, and Sheppard grunts at 
the Runner's relentless hold. 

"I will enjoy the taste of your defiance for as long as it will last, 
John Sheppard" The Wraith hisses, before slamming its feeding hand on 
the Colonel's chest. A groan escapes Sheppard at the excruciating 
pain and he tenses before trying to twist away from the Wraith, but 
Ronon ' s hold on his arms and hair stop his movements. 

A few painful moments later, the Wraith leader pulls his hand back, 
and an aged Sheppard sags against the Satedan 's chest, Ronon ' s grip 
the only thing keeping him upright. Gasping weakly, he doesn't have 
time to prepare himself as a Wraith hand slams into his chest again. 
He feels his strength returning to him at the Gift of Life, but he is 
left trembling as the Wraith lets go of him before nodding at 
Ronon . 

Breathing hard, he lets his legs fold at the knees and as he feels 
his hair and arms being released from his friend's hands, he uses the 
adrenaline rush to push back and slam his head against Ronon ' s nose. 



throwing him backwards. As he regains his balance, he turns back 
towards the Wraith, but he is too late to evade as it strikes him 
across the face, sending him flying across the room. Seeing stars, he 
lays on the floor, dazed, until Tyre and a Wraith guard pick him up 
and drop him in a chair, tying his arms behind his back. 

Enraged, Ronon is on him in a second, landing punch after punch that 
leave Sheppard hoping for the darkness to claim him again, to escape 
this nightmare, if only for a short time. 

John hears the Wraith leader ordering the ex-runner to stop, then the 
pain from the feeding and beatings finally brings a dark veil over 
his eyes, and he passes out. 

**-Wolf ** 


End 
f ile . 



